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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
POEMS 

ALL SOULS' EVE 

Hark! — do you hear the choral dead? 
Forgotten now their pride 
Who on this night would have us know 
They passed unsatisfied. 

They shiver like the thin brown leaves 
Upon a sapless tree, 
Clinging with palsied, withered might 
To their identity. 

Their voices are the unearthly winds 
That die before the dawn; 
And each one has some tale to tell, 
And, having told, is gone. 

Ah! — you who come with sea-blue eyes, 
And dead these hundred years, 
Be satisfied! I hold the cup 
Still brimming with your tears. 

CHINESE EPITAPH 

She was a Manchu lady . . . 
Near the tomb where she lies 
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Broods an ancient Buddha with robes of jade and of coral 
And curious lapis-blue eyes. 

She was a wistful lady . . . 

When the west wind sighs 

Inscrutable even as the terrible calm of Buddha 

Her impassive disguise. 

She was a Manchu lady . . . 

Azure the skies, 

And golden the tracery sealing the proud lips of Buddha 

As the west wind dies. 

ALCHEMY 

They had no souls, the envious ones ! 

They were blind to your heart's beauty, 

Deaf to your spirit's voice, 

And dumb in the presence of your holiness. 

But they felt a vague warmth 

In their cold hands 

As you passed. 

And so they reached out 

For your flaming soul; 

Throwing it on their own dead altar-fires, 

Warming their numb fingers in the golden flame 

That rose to Heaven, 

Flickered, 

And went out. 

[243] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Somewhere, among the scattered ashes, 

Lies the matrix-stone 

Of your imperishable beauty. 



INVOCATION 

Tonight in sleep there came to me 
A dream where Christ walked on the sea; 
And, shipwrecked, I called out, to hear 
His quiet answer, "I am near." 
But when the waves had risen high 
I doubted — till I heard him cry: 
"Come take my hand, beloved one — 
The long and lonely night is done. 
Fear not! and you shall walk with me, 
As Peter walked, upon the sea. " 

Who was it called? The night is slow 
To answer; but awake I know 
The clutching terror of the, heart 
That feels the weed-choked waters part, 
And, drowning, rears a Christ who stands 
With dim-remembered outstretched hands. 
Who knows if Peter's Christ is mine? 
Like Peter, now, I ask a sign . . . 
If Christ still walks upon the sea — 

How calm is dawn on Galilee! 
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LULLABY 

Come, sleep. Her heart's a wood-anemone. 

Her thoughts are swallows flown 
Across the dusk. Her hair's a willow-tree 

By the west wind blown. 
Her eyes are pools where bubbles rise and break — 

Dream-bubbles from the deep. 
Her soul 's a moth that flutters in their wake. 

Come sleep. . . . come sleep. . . . 

Florence Kilpatrick Mixter 



IT VANISHED 



To C. A. B. 



Can it matter to you and me 
Where the hurrying years have fled, 
Since they told me you ceased to be, 
Since the day when they called you dead? 
Death? As a cobweb spun 
By night on the dew-drenched grass, 
It vanished ... I saw you pass 
With your face to the rising sun. 

Grace Hodsdon Boutelle 
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